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Tragical Downfal of Martellus and Arminda. 


The Shepherd being ſiighted, did deſpair, 4 So yielded unto Fate, and there he dyd: 
And being fore oppreſt with Griet and Cara, Who when the Nymph could not recal by Artz 
He did complain that Love he ever try'd, Her Sorrows ſwell d & broke her tender Heart. 


To an excellent Play. houſe Tuue, calbd, Stone Walls cannot a Priſon make 3 Or, Young Pheon. 
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— 
O) fe nigitwhen all the Uil'age flept, I thought the Rocks cou'd ſooner Mov?, 
Parkell us ſoug] t Zeſpat -. than ſhe ber faith betray, 
The wan „ing She herd waking kept A was trant ezten ſo with love, -. 
tatel the Woods hig care: wur lenſes fled 2 | | 
Ee one. ſai" he. fond Tho! ghts be gone, When hand in hand we us d no Walk, 
tyes give yo r ſoarow o e 80 joꝝ was like ta this, 5 
70? ſhonl*: you waſte pour tears fo2 one Sbe tele me, that J hav her heart, 
that thinks on You no mote - and feal'" t with a kiſs. + 
Pet all the Birds, the Flocks, and Powers But faith! & ſhe will ever be, 
that well within the Gove, | I to nw {52row find, 
n tell ho s 4 ep ener hours 1 elf- . chaps p ove ſe to me, | 
ve here have pa i in love: and ſome other Rind. i 
Ye Star 3bove, my cruel Foes, Wut ſut he Job of Love will ſhaw'r 
can tell ho v re ha; lwozn - down t .' ance in the end, 
$ thoala:d times tht like to choſe Aud punie his mighty Power 
ber dames oulv yber buin. | thoſe 132 Laus offend, 
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t. Yow happy would 4 count myſelf D let me n ride e with all my art 
for to receive one {mile, thy b:eath fo2 ra repzive, 


From her that ffole my heart awa That thou ma £ know my lobe-ſick eat 
and did 2215 Au 185 i doth fs e grieve : , 
g ſpirits would redive, With opene 1 3 
Aud 62 Howl b Fi goon da Sine that J 5 dead 4 
e " n or 
mp fancy fo: to Pleaſe, , to kill thee with disdain. : 


But anes the's gone, a let me babe But ob! alas, J know grim Death 
my with, and quickly dye, he will not bed be, 
In this cold bank Fil make my grave, Foz to reſtoze his lateſt bacath 


and there fozgottcn lpe: to ſeempmilery: 
Sad Nightingales the enn ſhall keep, No ſozrow r';e was like to mine, 
and kindip there complain-. | come help me fo} tomoiirn, 
Then down the Shepherd lay to n Thit Jin tears of watrp bzine 
and never wak dagain. max to a deluge turn. 
Arminda coming thzough the Gi ode, Poli Birds that warble in the woods, 
to eale dim of his grief, F and Beaſts ſa fierce and fell, £ 
And finding bat her w2ong:d Lobr Bar witneſs of my dying neide 
was dead paſt ail reliek _ and my funeral-knell : 
Unto the Fons the did complain, Since be is to Elizingx gone, 
with ſenſes all ama; d, wha was to me ſo kind, 
And lobbed out th:fe wozds in vain, No longer I can live _ . | 
ag on bis grave ſhe gazd: no} tax out pour behind. | 
Oh! why pe only Pawers above, J tome dear Lebt, Jcome ſte cen d, 
would yon ſo cruel te, make thy Aemninda room, 
Foz to Ly dg me ol oat Sinee that foz 1 Sells dp'd> 
ere I his face tauld PER unto the ſhades 
Uuhaypy »I whats veep diſdaln Then feteding of adping ing groan, 
F wry pep ne an ans fallingonher wer 6h rave, 
62 wine ug pt to on yer g. 
bab e n | * ſte never after 
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